O if and on in these editorials I have composed fragments towards a philosophy of palliative care. Last year's final editorial entitled "Need I Believe" was such a fragment and it linked up with an earlier Wittgenstein-inspired fragment (1) to conclude: "Yes, there are some things that cannot be said, but can only be shown in language. And there are other things that can be shown in action only if they are believed" (2) . I'm not yet ready, I think, to compose a fragment of palliative care philosophy on hope. So I've chosen rather to write only a brief recollection on hope. To recollect is to gather together what has been scattered about. And I have scattered reflections relating to hope throughout the editorials of this Journal's thirteen years of existence. Recollection also means meditation, so this editorial will be a gathering together of earlier expressed ideas relating to hope and a meditation on these ideas. To meditate, as I use the term here, is a continuing effort of thought and feeling to grasp as fully as possible the significance of a person or an event, of a gain or a loss, of a victory or a defeat, or simply of the many kinds of human conditions in which we find ourselves.
When Hope Arises Out of Absence
My personal meditation begins with the remembrance of a person, Giulia Kramar, a post-doctoral candidate who worked with us in our Center for Bioethics and the Clinical Research Institute of Montreal during 1996 and 1997. She died unexpectedly on January 8 of this year, at 32 years of age.
How can one grasp the significance of a departed person, and what could that grasp possibly have to do with hope? Well, first of all, I've learned over the years that persons tend to be multifaceted wonders. No one person can all by himself grasp the significance of another human being, particularly when grief is driving the desire to understand, and the space for the mind to hunt that meaning is absence and emptiness. But people often do achieve this grasp of a departed person's significance when they grieve together. What happens then? Well, in the midst of that crushing absence, we spontaneously turn to the past each of us had with her, and we bring together our privileged moments, words, and deeds that are marked with her presence and that will be remembered always.
The remembering act of mourning, though, is more than a fleeting recall of past events (3) . We seek to reestablish and retain the membership, the network of relationships that were, and we affirm, still are the personal substance of that loved one's unwritten biography. We shall continue to write it. Giulia is gone, but we are still here as her mother, father, brother, sister, husband, lover, son, daughter, uncle, aunt, cousin, friend, colleague. When we so grieve, we are all re-membered to each other, we are all bound together again, because we are each "membered", bound to her whom we've lost.
The most terrible thing in the world, I think, apart from dying all alone is having to grieve and to mourn all alone. We humans really are meant to mourn together. When we do, the very act of mourning -of remembering, of being brought all together again out of the scatteredness that plagues our everyday lives, of being re-membered, of being re-bound to' one another -this act of mourning turns into the act and experience of hope.
To hope is not an easy thing to do. Hoping is a primordial, powerfully anti-entropic act. It counteracts the forces that tend to break one up and apart in the encounter with losses that seem so definitive, so irrevocable, so utterly forever. Holding together within oneself often requires being held together by and with others. Hoping is really an act that we can only do well together, somewhat as there are many dances that cannot be danced alone; somewhat as the "Alleluia" in Handel's Messiah is not for solo performance. That "Alleluia" can never be heard unless it is sung by a choir.
The hoping that rises out of mourning is a choral and communal achievement. When we • all gathered together to mourn Giulia, each of us read a text, or recited poetry, or described memories, or sang songs. The song I sang, "Bonnie Charlie's Gang Awa", has a recurrent plangent cry: "Will ye no come back again, will ye no come back again?" That's a questioning cry. It seeks and awaits a response. I or anyone else can cry out that question all alone. The response though can only be heard chorally. The choral communal hearing of that response is what hope achieves. Hope, one might say, is the choral hearing of responses when it seems that silence will be forever. We hear together what can hardly be heard by anyone alone.
When Hope Arises From Presence
The time of dying is a time for questions that shake the foundations of one's existence and threaten to expose the emptiness of one's deepest dreams. How does one hold together when each moment is announcing one's impending biological disintegration and one's disappearance from loved ones, family, friends, and colleagues? How does one raise the will to "not untwist -slack they may be -these last strands of man in me" (4) . ' How can one possibly not want to untwist these last strands when emptiness is echoing within each moment of a dying person's day?
I remember a young man who was in the final stages of AIDS (5) . His body was not quite ready to die, but he was so filled with loneliness, with the reality of being rejected by everyone, with despair, that he could no longer bear to live. His energy was down to a whisper and he couldn't even endure to listen to his beloved music. Nothing gave him the slightest joy any more. His mother and sister wouldn't come to see him, not even to say a final goodbye. Pressure was being exercised to get him out of the hospital in order to free up a much-needed bed. But he couldn't go back home, because his partner, owner of the house, had taken in a new lover. So he asked repeatedly for euthanasia.
A young woman doctor came into this despairing man's room. She spent a long February afternoon with him, and as they talked, gradually became his mother and his sister. The next day and the next his face lit up whenever she came to see him. He spent his little remaining time waiting for her comings and goings. He died actively, and his acts were of thanks and expectation.
Two spirits entwined to fill the emptiness of this dying man with expectation. From her presence hope -living in expectation -arose within him where before there had been only emptiness and rejection.
When William Carlos Williams said that people die miserably every day, from lack of what is found in poetry, he must have meant the communication of expectation. That is how hope occurs -it is when people listen together in expectation, as people have listened together down the centuries, since the first awakening of the human spirit on this earth. Hope occurs in the choral hearing of a response coming down from the future, a response to ancient echoes of the first plangent cries of human beings awakened to a dread of death.
